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roses on a gray field, and inscribed with the motto,
Unto this Last. The chancel was filled with wreaths,
white, green, and violet; and foremost of all was the
great cross laid there by his cousin, Joan Severn, con-
sisting of the red roses he loved.

" There was no black about his burying, except what
we wore for our own sorrow/' says his friend, secretary,
and biographer, who has left so fine a tribute, in the
Life, to the memory of his master.

Let there be no black about our memory of him, say
all of us who love a beautiful nature and honour a rare
genius.his last sleep. He died within two weeks of "his
